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Moiti nodpy3i Mapii, axa makx
6azamo Haguuna MeHe npo
AHCUMMAL.

WIIly 3aIllOBHIOBAJIM JBa 3BYKHU: T[yAiHH
I ZBUT'yHa i TUXui rosoc Hazapis fpemuyka,
SIKUH CIiBaB 10 paxio “Iaii, 3eseHunit rai.”
ITopy4 31 MHOIO JIe)KaB 3rOPHYTHUMH YKPalHCBKUI
IIparnop, Ha IKOMy YOPHUM MapKepOM Ha TKaHWHi
Oyna HamucaHa ¢pasza “Ieposm CriaBa.” XTOCh
IIOMep, XTOCh OJIM3bKWK 3 MOIX [Jpy3iB, i
HalKpaluM Croco60M BIIAHYBaTH HOro mam'siTb
Oy/10 BUBICUTH TIparop cepef, maropoiB y yechbkiii
CiJIbCBKa MicIlieBOCTi. MUpHEe MpolaHH, II0pyY 3i
CBIYKaMU Ta IHIIMMM YKPAIHCBKUMU IIparopamu
JUIs iHIIMX 3aru6iux Jpys3iB, poAU4iB, KOXaHUX.
CoHie cigajio 3a marop6bu, i pasoM 3 HiYYiO
IIpUMIILIA XOJIOAHEYA, ajie MU 3aJUIININCA Ha
BYJIUL[i, 100 B3aKpimUTHM MOparop Ha Micli 3a
ZIOTIOMOT00 KaOeJIbHUX CTSDKOK - cepe, iHIIOoro.

“Moacews ece 3a06ymu / Tinvku nam'amaii / 30paHy
'

oopozy / B eall, 3enenuli eati” — Hazapis fpemMuyk,
1982

[IToreHHa CTIHKICTh, IK y TPOMajax, Tak i Mix
JIFObMU, 4acTO JIEMOHCTpPye cebe y HaWTUXilIni
crioci6. Xo4ya CubHA CTiMKiCTh YKpaiHIIB JyXKe
nomiTHa, s OyJa 3axoIUVieHa KyJIbTypHOIO
CTiHiKiCTIO, sIKa JIEXKUTH B (PyHZAMEHTI 3BU4AliHOTO
xutTs. [ymop, Dka, My3uka, Tpaguilii (1 Bce e
YyI0 YKpalHCBKY pi3fiBAHY IlicHIO “/loO6puii Bedip
TOG6i” B MOi#i rosioBi). KyseTypHa cTiliKicTh 03Hadae
crnocib, y AKUi KyJbTypa JOIOMara€ BHUCTOATH

nepe/| TPy HOIIaMHU.

3BUYAHO, 1 HE MOXYy F'OBOPUTHU 3a BCiX JIIOAEH,
ajie 1 MO)Ky TOBOPUTH JIMIIE IIPO Te, 1[0 51 6adyuniia
ITi/1 Yac MOro yacy 3 py3daMu B Yexil. Mo>xIUBO, Iii
KiZIbKa CIIOraZiiB MOXYTb II0Ka3aTU IIOAEHHY
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To my friend Maria, who has
taught me so much about life.

engine and the quiet voice of Nazariy

Yaremchuk singing “Green Grove” through
the car stereo. Next to me lay a folded Ukrainian
flag, on which I could see the outline of Heroyam
Slava (Glory to Heroes) written on the fabric with a
black marker - the response to the popular
Ukrainian phrase Slava Ukraini (Glory to Ukraine).
Someone close to my friend had passed, and in the
best way to honor him, we hung a flag among the
rolling hills in the Czech countryside. A peaceful
goodbye, next to candles and other Ukrainian flags
for other fallen friends, relatives, loved ones. The
sun settled beyond the hills and the cold settled in
with the night, yet we remained outside as we
secured the flag in place with cable ties - among the
others. Yaremchuk played again as we drove back
into Prague.

T wo sounds filled the silence: the hum of the

“You may forget everything / Only keep in mind / The
starry road / To the grove, the green grove” — Nazariy
Yaremchuk, 1982

Everyday resilience, within communities and among
individuals, often reveals itself in the most nuanced
ways. While the robust resilience of Ukrainians is
certainly undeniable, I've been captivated by the
cultural resilience embedded into the very essence of
ordinary life. Humor, food, music, traditions (I still have
Good Evening to Thee, a Ukrainian Christmas carol, on
repeat in my mind). Moreover, culture resilience
pertains to the ways in which culture aids in
persevering through challenges.

While I certainly cannot speak on behalf of all
individuals, I can only speak for what I saw during
my time with my friends in the Czech Republic.
Perhaps these few memories will shed light upon



YKPAIHCBbKY KyJIBTYPHY CTiMKiCTh, PO3KPUBAIOYU
CKJIQJTHOIIi CUJIM Ta XXUTTS IIiJ] yac BiliHU.

“He Hakauuy co6i doai,/ Koau mak He maro. /Hexalii
3AUO0HI Hcusymov mpu OHi / A ix 3axoearo” — Tapac
ITITeBueHko, 1840

€ oauH OCOOJMBUI TMPOCTUH, ajie 3aMoBITHUM
Crioraji, SIKMiM 3aJIUIIAEThCsI B MOiii mam'siti. Ile
OyJ1a JiiIlle KOpOTKa MOi3/[Ka Ha IOi3/i Bif BOK3aTy
Macapuka Ha okosuLi [Tpary, fie 4 1 Kizibka py3iB,
BChOTO  OJIU3BKO  IIECTH, 3YyCTpisivcs, 1100
cBATKyBaTH Ilacxy B 6yAMHKY MOT'O JIpyra.

“Tu HaABYUILICA NMUCATH MHCAHKU, PO3MaJIbOBaHi
AWIA,” CKa3aB Miil ApyT Iepes, HAIIUM MIPUi3Z0M.
“Bnaj; mpuHece TUCAYKU, AKi caMm 3pobuB.” I
BiaguciaB Tak i 3poOMB, 3 BEJIMKOK KiJbKIiCTIO
BOCKY i BEJIMKOI KUIBKICTIO CBidok. Kosu mu
TpUiXaad, CTOSIB COJIOAKUI apomar xiiba, KU
pic. CoJsionke MyxHAcTe TiCTO CyXOoQpyKTaMHu -
nmacku - Oyno B 1eHTpi crosy. [laHa, e ofHa
MOAPYTa, PO3Zianiaa TiCTO y GOPMU-LMTIHAPY JJIs
ZIpyroro pocTy ITIacKHu.

IToku cosmopke TicTo pic, MukKora roTyBas
OGapBHUKU JJIs1 SIELTB, @ BJ1aj 3 rop/icTi0 TTOCTaBUB
Ha CTOJIi BJIACHOpPYyY MUCAYOK 1 MOpydY KijbKa
CBi4OK. ITricaqyoK - BAXKJIMBUU iIHCTPYMEHT y LIbOMY
MUCTELTBI pO3NMUCYy £A€lb - Ma€ MaJICHbKY
MeTaJieBy BOPOHKY Ha OJHOMY KiHIli JiepeB'sTHOI
PYYKHU, fKa IIPpU3HAYEHA [JI1 YTPUMaHHS BOCKY.
Mu >xapryBajid, KOJM CHUZLIIA 3a CTOJIOM i
MaJIIOBAJIA OJIIBLIEM CBOI JU3aliHM Ha MOPOXKHIX
AULX. 37e0UIbIIOr0 MU CIAyXajll MY3HUKY, SKa
rpajia Ha 3aJHbOMY ILJIaHi TUXO.

“BisbMH TpPOXHU BOCKY, IPOiHCTPYKTyBaB Buias,
AKUU B3B MaJIEHbKy YaCTUHKY BOCKy 3i
IIMATOYKiB mepes, HaMu. “IloTiM mokIagu Horo
CIofii,” BiH CKazaB, i MOKJIaB BiCK y BOPOHKY i
MOTPUMAaB BOPOHKY MHUcadyka Oijisi BOTHUYKA. Bick
pO3TaHyB y BOPOHIIi BiJl TEIJIOrO BOTHUYKA, i Biazx
IOo4YaB HamiyaThd BOCKOBE IOKPUTTS  JJIs

daily Ukrainian cultural resilience, revealing the
complexities of strength in the midst of war.

“By grieving / I'll not conjure for myself / A fate
which is not mine / Let miseries’ throng abide for
long, / Them I'll deeply hide” — Taras Shevchenko,
1840

There’s one particular simple, yet cherished
memory that remains vivid in my mind. It was just
a brief train ride from the Masaryk Railway Station
on the outskirts of Prague, where six or so of us met
at a friend's house to celebrate Easter.

“You’ll learn to make pysanky, the painted eggs,”
my friend said prior to our arrival. “Vlad is bringing
the pysachoks he made himself.” And Vladyslav
surely did, with plenty of beeswax and plenty of
candles. When we arrived, a bready aroma of
proofed bread wafted through the air. A giant bowl
of puffed sweet dough - filled with dried fruits -
was placed in the middle of the table. Dana,
another friend, divided up the dough into the
cylinder molds for the pasky’s second rise.

With the sweet dough proofing, Mykola prepared
the dyes and Vlad proudly laid out his handmade
pysachok, placing a lighter nearby. An essential
tool for this art of egg decorating, a pysachok has a
small metal funnel at one end of a wooden handle
that’s meant to hold the beeswax. Small jokes were
passed about the table as we drew our designs
lightly in pencil on the hollow eggs, but we mostly
listened to music softly in the background.

“Take a bit of wax,” Vlad instructed, who picked up
a tiny bit of the beeswax from the chunks in front of
us, “Then put it here,” he placed the wax into the
funnel, and held it over one of the small candles he
and Dana brought. The wax melted away in the
funnel, yielding to the flame, and he brought the
eggshell closer as he started to outline a wax
covering for a future design. These designs from the
wax would be different colors; the rest of the
eggshell not covered in wax to become an array of
future designs once carefully immersed in colored
dyes, again and again depending on your skill. In
13



“Y uux nazopoax,
Y NUCAHKAX I
nackax, uepes
CYXULL 2yMop i
MY3UKY 5 6auy
cmilKicmo
YKPAIHCbKO020
oyxy.”

“In those hills, in
the pysanky and
pasky, through
the dry humor
and music, 1
glimpse the
unwavering
perseverance of
the Ukrainian
spirit.”




Mai6yTHbOro aAuzaiHy. Ilif 1UM BOCKOBUM
MOKPUTTAM Mi3Hillle OyAyTh Pi3Hi KOJIbOPU; pPelTa
SIEYHOI LIKapaIyly, He IIOKpHUTa BOCKOM, CTaBajla
MalOyTHIMU Ju3aliHaMU, KOJU T1i 00epexHO
3aHYpIOBAJIM B KOJILOPOBi OApBHUK, 3HOBY i 3HOBY.
Sl MorI1a HamMaJII0BaTU JIMILIE /1BA KOJIBOPHU.

OO6mneyeHi Masblli, BKPUTI IIMAaTOYKaMH BOCKY, i
KiJIbKka po30UTUX SIELb 33 - i OCb MM BXXe MaJju
MMCAaHKy. 3BUYAiHO, 1le Oysia 3BUYAliHA 3yCTpiu
Zpy3iB Ha CBATO, ajle, AK He I1apaJloKCaJbHO, BOHA
OyJia He3piBHAHHA y BCiX acmekTax. Mu mpo 1ie He
TOBOPUJIN.

“Tak MOHKO-MOHKO CHU MeHe 8eau no83 Kyuy2ypu i
ypsuuja — dodomy.” Bacuiib Ctyc, 1972

Y nux narop6ax, y niucaHKax i mackax, yepes Cyxui
rymMop i My3uKy s 6ady CTiMKiCThb YKpaiHCBHKOI'O
Iyxy. BoHa JIOXKUTh y TUXiM CTIMKOCTI TpaauLiii,
TaKUX K PO3IIUCYBaHHS s€1lb, HABITb Cepefl TAKUX
BEJIMKMX TPYAHOLLIB, IIyKaTU po3pajy, KOIU
iHakme Oyfp-akuii kKoM@opT BTpavdaeTbesd. lle
KyJIbTypHa CTiMKicTh y 11 Haituucrima ¢opmai, B
I[UX MaJIeHbKMX MOMEHTAX, 11100 BUCTOATH B POKHU
BiliHU.

between the colors, I melted off the wax I had
carefully laid over my pencil guidelines. I could
only manage two colors.

Burnt fingers covered in bits of wax and several
crushed eggshells later, we had our pysanky.
Certainly, it was an ordinary gathering for a holiday
while paradoxically being incomparable in every
possible aspect. We didn’t speak of it.

“Subtly, so subtly, my dreams lead me / past the
snowdrifts and cliffs to my home” — Vasyl Stus, 1972

In those hills, in the pysanky and pasky, through
the dry humor and music, I glimpse the
unwavering perseverance of the Ukrainian spirit.
It’s in the quiet determination to uphold traditions
like egg decorating, even amidst such deep
hardships, seeking solace in the familiar when all
comfort is otherwise lost. This is cultural resilience
in its purest form, in these small moments to
withstand the years of war.
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